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	1. BAND CAMP DAY ONE

Disclaimer: I do not own Rise of the Guardians or How to Train Your Dragon.

Author's Note: Please enjoy! Ask if you need me to explain any marching band lingo.

CHAPTER ONE:

BAND CAMP DAY ONE

It was only eight am in August and it was already sweltering hot outside. There was about an hour left until the start of two exhausting weeks of twelve hour days. Band camp meant making lifelong friendships, coming up with awesome inside jokes, and creating some of the greatest memories. But, band camp also meant heat stroke, dehydration, odd tan lines, and nonstop practicing of music and drill. Except for front ensemble; they get to stay indoors.

"I'm not lazy. I'm smart for choosing the section that stays indoors for band camp and doesn't march or do physical training. Isn't moving Toothless around exercise enough?" Hiccup said, referring to his sleek, black marimba.

"Hardly," Astrid, the drum major, responded, "pit gets off easy and you know it."

"We make up for it with ridiculous runs. Our music is literally insane."

"I'll give you that. Get ready, everyone else will be showing up in a few minutes." Astrid turned and left the band room. _She's probably off yelling and commanding the rest of the section leaders, _Hiccup thought.

Hiccup, a junior, had made front ensemble section leader this year which was a lot of work and responsibility, but also very rewarding. The catch was Jack Overland Frost, the senior battery section leader.

Jack was the extremely attractive center snare that always had a pair of sticks and a practice pad on him. If you heard color guard giggling while they were near the drumline, chances are that they were talking about Jack or shipping unfortunate, unsuspecting people.

But, there was also the fact that Jack tended to get on Hiccup's nerves. A lot.

Maybe it was the rim shots he always played in Hiccup's ear that caused him to go deaf for a minute. Maybe it was because Jack would always hide his music. Maybe it was that he would randomly turn the breaks on Toothless on and off. Or maybe it was the fact that Jack would wink at him while he was playing and then he would get off tempo.

Percussion as a whole was a pretty tight nit section. Everyone else thought all drumline and front ensemble did was hit things with sticks. Even though percussion was one of the closest groups, there was a little (okay, big) competition going on.

Battery vs. Front Ensemble

Jack Frost vs. Hiccup Haddock

It was the ongoing war of stealing each other's sticks and mallets. It wasn't the fact that Jack stole his mallets, everyone in percussion did that; it was the fact that he was so good at it. The score was already

Battery (Frost) – 10

Front Ensemble (Haddock) – 2

and band camp hasn't even started yet. It was kind of unnerving how Hiccup could turn around for just a moment and when he turned back to Toothless, his marimba, a pair of his mallets would be stolen. One point was given for every pair of mallets or drumsticks taken, so points could add up quick. Last year, Jack led the battery to victory with seven times as many points as the pit. But, this year Hiccup was leading, and he's planning on winning.

No one has ever been able to steal a pair of Jack Frost's drumsticks either. That's definitely going to change.

"BAND!" Astrid yelled out at the top of her lungs. Sandy, the other drum major and previous woodwinds captain, smiled next to her and waved.

"Okay, everyone outside for PT. If you're a freshman and you for some reason don't know what that is, it's physical training," Astrid looked dead in the eyes of the brass freshman. As a trumpet player and last year's trumpet section leader, she probably pushed the brass around a little bit more than she needed to. "Your section leaders will explain anything to you if you need it. Let's get started right away. This is going to be an awesome band camp! Dismiss!"

The rest of the band left the band room, leaving the pit to set up. For the next couple of hours they were practicing exercises, from scales to four mallet technique. Then, to show music.

Another thing about the pit; they always got their music way later than the rest of the band. So, they only had part one which had ridiculous four mallet parts for the front row of the pit.

"Hiccup, I think this has given me like four new blisters and it's not even lunch yet," Fishlegs, who played the marimba right of him, whined. No one really remembers how Frederick got the nickname Fishlegs. All that Hiccup recollects is that it happened during a bus ride back at about two am their freshman year.

"Go get blister tape. Lunch is in ten minutes, let's work on these rolls," Hiccup responded. The front ensemble instructor, Johann, was only there about half the time. He also didn't really seem to know anything about percussion either. But, he was always willing to 'trade' things with students.

If the pit ever had to ask about anything super important, then they had to track down the battery and talk to the drumline instructor, Nicholas St. North. And when someone leaved their mallet bag, they always risked getting their sticks stolen. Even if battery was across the school outside.

The clock hit twelve, signaling lunch.

"Hey, Hic!" Hiccup turned to see Jack walking towards him, sweating from drill practice and the heat outside. His white hair was sticking to his forehead and up in all directions. But, Jack's hair seemed to usually be sticking up.

"Could you please not call me that?" Hiccup asked with an exasperated look on his face.

"Ha, no way! Anyway, can't wait to hear what you guys sound like during percussion ensemble." Jack smiled and left with three ear piercing rim shots.

Hiccup turned back to Toothless to put the cover of his marimba back on. Two pairs of mallets were missing.

"FUUUUUUU-"

Battery (Frost) – 12

Front Ensemble (Haddock) – 2

The one hour of lunch from twelve to one was godsend. Hiccup made his way to the hallway right of the band room, dubbed the Percussion Cave. It was loud, insane, and not at all Hiccup's cup of tea, but it was basically home. It's not like his actual home was that great anyway.

Ruffnut (Rebecca) and Tuffnut (Thomas) were already sitting down at the end of the hallway arguing about something. The twins both gave themselves their nicknames when they were young and everyone just goes with it because it suits them. The Thorston twins could split anything on the bass drum. They could also split each other's faces open. The two enjoyed stealing mallets just as much as Jack, though they were much less subtle about it.

Snotlout (Seth) Jorgenson is highly arrogant and he thinks that he's the greatest tenor player to ever step on a field. But, percussion thinks he means well. Aster E. Bunnymund is a hell of a snare player. Just don't call him a kangaroo.

Dagur (that's actually his name) plays the rack in the front ensemble. He's also totally insane. Eret is a pretty shady vibe player but he's good at his instrument. The two are pretty great at taking drumsticks which is always a plus.

"Hic, what's up?" Jack asked, sitting across from Hiccup. He was carrying his lunch in one hand and sticks and a practice pad in the other. That's what makes it impossible to steal his drumsticks; he's always holding them.

"Just loving being indoors for band camp," Hiccup said, smirking.

"No need to rub it in," Jack responded, "I cannot wait until it gets cold."

"You like the cold?"

"You kidding me," Jack said, blue eyes sparkling, "winter is the greatest season ever. Who doesn't love snowball fights, hot chocolate, and snow days?"

"I'm more of an autumn person," Hiccup replied.

"Why? 'Cause it's band season?"

"Among other reason," Hiccup said, smiling. Jack quickly ate his food and then proceeded to start practicing. Flam taps and paradiddles resonated through the hallway.

"I'm going to go practice," Hiccup stated while getting up to throw away his trash. As he was about to walk back into the band room he heard Snotlout yell.

"Are you both crazy? Why the hell do you practice during your break?! IT'S YOUR BREAK!"

Jack threw his practice pad at him. If Snotlout's sticks were missing from where he hid them in the Percussion Room, it totally wasn't Hiccup.

Battery (Frost) – 12

Front Ensemble (Haddock) – 3

Percussion ensemble didn't go as horribly as it could have. Sure, the tenor was way too slow, Dagur decided that random rack solos were a good idea, and some parts sounded unclear. It's only the first day of band camp; there's still two whole weeks to improve.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of notes. Finally, the clock hit nine and all of the exhausted band kids could go home.

Hiccup got into his dad's car waiting outside for him; an awkward silence immediately filled the air.

"So, Hiccup," his dad, Stoick, started, "Why band?"

"Dad…"

"Why not a sport or something?" Stoick questioned.

"Can we please not talk about this now?" Hiccup pleaded. Stoick sighed and nodded. _Back to the awkward silence, _Hiccup thought.

The car slowly made its way into the driveway and the two got out, Hiccup immediately rushing into his room. He was tired enough that he drifted off to sleep almost right after getting into bed.


	2. BAND CAMP END OF WEEK ONE

Disclaimer: I do not own Rise of the Guardians or How to Train Your Dragon.

Author's Note: Band Camp continues, so please enjoy! Thank you for the reviews.

CHAPTER TWO:  
>BAND CAMP END OF WEEK ONE<p>

The rest of the first week of band camp passed in a similar manner, with mallets and drumsticks stolen, freshmen losing their last shreds of innocence, and constant practicing. Flutes were saying something about people thinking they don't need to breathe and the saxophones were playing Careless Whisper for about the billionth time. The front ensemble continued to improve under Hiccup's guidance and leadership.

And color guard was fangirling over a shirtless drumline.

"Brother, we must come up with a strategy," Dagur stated during lunch on the second day of camp.

"…Excuse me?" Hiccup said, slightly confused with what Dagur was talking about and the fact that he kept calling him brother.

"For stealing drumsticks, brother. I have a few excellent ideas though they do require an axe," Dagur responded, smiling. Luckily, no one in the Percussion Cave was listening in otherwise they would have been thoroughly creeped out.

"Um, just stick to what you're doing right now, please."

"Other methods would be so much more efficient. I could show you," Dagur replied in a sing-song voice.

"Dagur, no," Hiccup pleaded. Dagur sighed loudly in disappointment and walked out of the Percussion Cave, hitting the walls with his drumsticks as he left. _Note to self. Keep an eye on Dagur._

Hiccup proceeded to eat his sandwich in peace until Fishlegs slowly walked up to him and sat down.

"Hiccup…"

"What is it, Fishlegs?" Hiccup asked. Fishlegs looked a little worried which he usually did, but it never hurt to ask about what was bothering him.

"Dagur is scaring the freshmen."

_Fuck._

_XxXxXxXx_

Toothiana was the section leader of the color guard. There wasn't a better choice for the job; she had the most experience, was the best at saber and rifle, and was a great leader. She was also a little infatuated with Jack Overland Frost which for some reason seemed to be a requirement if one wanted to join color guard.

"You know what's great about him. His teeth," Toothiana told the others in color guard during dinner or Wednesday.

"You're so weird, Ana," Baby Tooth laughed, "I think there are some things about him that are a little bit greater. Like, his smile, his bravery, his kindness, his humor, his-"

"Okay, okay," Toothiana stopped her, giggling. Terra, a freshman, was a natural at color guard. The others in their section saw her as a mini Toothiana and since the two had gotten so close, she had been given the nickname Baby Tooth.

The rest of color guard's time was spent figuring out the top ten best things about Jack Overland Frost. It was a task more difficult than any drill.

"Hello, ladies," Jack said, winking, as he walked past them, a pair of mallets in his hand.

Color guard swooned; a rifle clattered to the ground.

A scream was heard that sounded oddly like the pit section leader.

"JACK!"

Battery (Frost) – 15

Front Ensemble (Haddock) – 5

XxXxXxXx

"Hiccup, I am telling you, my hands literally cannot move that fast," Fishlegs complained.

The pit break was intense. Really intense.

The marching band show this year was about spirits who protect the children of the world from darkness and despair. It's really a beautiful show with some amazing music. Band director, Mr. Moon, really outdid himself.

"By the end of this season, your hands will be able to play music way faster than what's written on this page," Hiccup replied, trying to raise his spirits.

"Yeah, the pit break isn't that difficult," Eret chimed in.

"Maybe for you," Fishlegs muttered, "you just play chords."

The next hour was spent repping part one of the show which also happened to be the only part of the show that the front had so far.

The clock struck four and the pit went out to the Percussion Cave to eat. The rest of the marching band stepped into the building happily, grateful to get away from the scorching hot sun for an hour.

Drumline sat alongside the pit in the Percussion Cave. Jack arrived without a shirt on and no, Hiccup did not stare.

"Hello, Jack. You look relaxed and well rested," Hiccup greeted with a smile.

"Oh, shut up," Jack responded, laughing, "how was practice?"

"The show is getting there. It would be nice if we got part two though. How about you?"

"I would be better if it wasn't so hot outside. I have to take my shirt off after like thirty minutes or I'm going to die of heat," Jack sighed, resting his forehead against the cool tile of the ground.

"YOU GOT THAT RIGHT!" Tuffnut screamed, "I'm pretty sure that I've already died… or maybe I'm just in a coma. That would be so cool."

"I can't tell if he's serious or not," Fishlegs whispered to Hiccup.

"Well, it's Tuffnut," Hiccup whispered back.

"How come no one ever asks me how I'm doing?" Snotlout yelled, "my feet feel like they're about to fall off, quads are really heavy, and I haven't finished my dot book yet."

"You poor soul," Hiccup said, sarcastically. Jack chuckled.

"Anyway, I think someone stole my shirt because I can't find it and I know I left it by the tree where drumline usually practices," Jack said.

It was a well known fact throughout the school that Jack Overland Frost was very, very attractive. His side swept white hair and deep blue eyes could probably steal any heart. And his six pack abs weren't so bad to look at either.

"That's so sad," Hiccup sighed, his startlingly forest green eyes looked down. "Now everyone will have to suffer through seeing Jack Frost without a shirt on."

"Your sarcasm kills me."

"Your exaggeration kills me."

XxXxXxXx

Soon, Friday night approached and everyone was ready to go home and pass out for a day. The week ended with full ensemble; the show was really coming together nicely.

"Okay, one more time and then all of you can go home!" the band director called out. _Oh, what beautiful lies._


End file.
